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" Dear old tree!" she said, in a music of elegy : and
to Weyburn: " Looks like a stump of an arm lopped off
a shoulder in bandages. Nature does it so. All the
tenants doing well, B/owsley? "

" About the same amount of trouble with them."

" Ours at Olmer get worse."

" It's a process for the extirpation of the landlords."

" Then down goes the country."

" They've got their case, their papers tell us."

" I know they have; but we've got the soil, and we'll
make a fight of it."

" They can fight too, they say."

" I should be sorry to think they couldn't if they're
Englishmen."

She spoke so like his old Charlotte of the younger days
that her brother partly laughed.

"Parliamentary fighting's not much to your taste or
mine. They've lost their stomach for any other. The
battle they enjoy is the battle that goes for the majority.
Gauge their valour by that."

"To be sure," said his responsive sister. She changed
her note. "But what I say is, let the nobles keep together
and stick to their class. There's nothing to fear then.
They must marry among themselves, think of the blood;
it's their first duty. Or better a peasant girl! Middle
courses dilute it to the stuff in a publican's tankard. It's
an adulterous beast who thinks of mixing old wine with
anything."

"Hulloa !" said the earl; and she drew up.              *

" You'll have me here till over to-morrow, Eowsley, so
that I may have one clear day at Steignton ? "

He bowed. " You will choose your room. Mr, Weyburn
is welcome."

Weyburn stated the purport of his visit, and was
allowed to name an early day for the end of his term of
service.

Entering the house, Lady Charlotte glanced at the
armour and stag-branches decorating corners of the hall,
and straightway laid her head forward, pushing after it
in the direction of the drawing-room. She went in,